PoemTt 

And turne my head, but thinking of your grace,' 
Love skrewes my head to gaie backe on your face" 
What were I beft to doe ? To fee you play ‘ 

Mads me, and I perforce muft turne away. 

And to forbeare the place where you abide> 

Would killmedeadjihould I but flart afide : 

As much as lies in me I ftrive to bury# 

The fhape of Love, in mirths fpighc I feeme merry. 
But ohj the more I feeke it to fupprcfl'e, 

.The more my blabbing lookes my love profeffe. 

You know my Love which I in vainc (hould Jiidej 
Would God it did appeare to hone befide, 

Oh 7o*i;e how often have I turned my cheeckcj 
To hide th’apparant teares that palTage feekcj 
From forth my eyes, and to a corner ftept, 

Leaft any man flaould askc wherefore I wept: 

HOW often have I told you picious tales. 

Of conftant Lovers, and howLove prevaifes.’ 
When fuch great heed to my difcourfcl tpokej 
That every accent fuited to your Iookc5 
Inforged names my fdfe I reprefemed. 

The Lover fo perplex’d, and To tormented# 

If you will know ? Behold I am the fame, 
was meant in that true Lovers name ; 

As often, that I might the more fecurety, 

Speake loofe im mode ft words, that found impiitelyi 
That they offcnccleffe might your fweet earcs tutch, 
1 have lifpt them up, liktohe had drunke too nwrcbi 
Once If^ember, your loofe vaile betrai’d# . 

Your nakedskinne# and a faire paffage made, . 

To my inamoredeye, Oh skin much brighter 

ip colour whiter 
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Than your faire mother L tedd^ when Tove grac’d herjf 
And in the Ihape of Feathered Swan imbraVd her, 
iVhilft as this ravilhing fight I ftood amazed, 

And without interruption freely gazed. 

The wreathed handle of the Bowie I grafpM, 

Fell from my hold, my ftrengchlefle hand unclafp’d^ 

4 Goblet at that time I held by chance. 

And dowfle it fell, for I was in a trance. 

KilFc your faire Oaugbter, and to her I skip, ^ ■ 

And fnatch your kifTcS from your fweet childs Kppff,; 
Sometimes I throw my Celfe along, and lie < 

Singing Love-fongs, and if you caft your eye. 

On my effeminate gefture,! ftill {inde,^ 

Some pretty covered fignes to fpcake my mindeS 
And then my earneft fuit bluntly invades# 

Jethramd Cii»ac«ca your two <iiefe niaidcs# 

But they returne me anfwcrs full of fearc# 

And to my motions lend no further care, • ; 

Ob that you were the prize of fome great ftrifc^ " • 

And he that wins,, might claime you for his wife* 

H^pfomnes with fwift Atlanta ran, 

And jrc one courfe the G oale and Lady wan# 
iyen (he# by whom fo many Suters pcrifh’d, * 

Was in the bofome o£ her new Love cheerifh’do 
So Hefculei for T^ejaHdira&xove^ 

Brak« ^cibc/ottrhornc,i and gain’d hislove^ 

Had I fuch liberty, fucb^frecdome granted. 

My refolution never could^be danteds : 

Yoorfelfefhould find, and> aK rhe world fbould fee^ 

(a prize alone ^ ref«V’d for n:ie, 

Tfierc is not left me any itieanes (moft foire) ^ 

|o y5}» but by intreaces s(ud prayer# • " 
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